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This is a story about the Texas Plains People

THE LONE STAR RANGER

By ZANE GREY

"

| This Is a rushing story of the
' wild border days In Texas In the
| early seventies, with their dees.
3 perate contests between outlaws
i and rangers. Incident after inci-
4 dont crowd upon another—hair-
breadth escapes, deeds of thrill.
ing adventures, manly chivalry,
and devoted love. The hero is a
murderer; a man.killer not by
cholee but by necessity. His
deeds in a“wild country rival the
deeds of Scotch Highland chiefs
which Bir Walter Scott has given
ue in his great romances. You'll
! want to follow the fortunes of
Buck Duane in “The Lone Star
Ranger”™ *

twag told of him that he sghot twice
| after n bullet hnd passed through his
heart. Think of the terrible nunture
‘of & man, to be able to do that, If
you have any such blood in you, never
give it a chance”

“What you say s all very well, |
unele,” returned Duane, “but the only
winy out for me is to run, and I won't |
do 1t. Cal Baln and his outfit have
alrendy made me look lke a coward.”
“Well, then, whnt're you goin' to
do?" Inquired the elder man.

“I haven't decided—yor.”

“No, but you're comin’ to it mighty
fast. That terrible spell I8 workln' In
you, You're gettin' cool an' quiet,
an' you think deep, an' I don't ke the
Hght In your eye. It reminds me of
your father”

CHAPTER |,
e
So It was In hm, then—an Inherited
fighting Instinet; a driving Inteusity to
Kl He was the Inst of the Duanes,
that old fighting stock .of Texns, But

1 pot the memory of his dead father, nor
the plending of his sort-voleod 1sother,
nor the warning of thie uncle who
stood before him now, had brought to
Buckley Duane so much reallzation
of the dark, passionate struin in his
bood, It was the regurrence, a hun-

L3 dredfold inerensed In power, of o

s steange emotion that for the last three

- wears bad arisen In him,

" “Yes, Col Baln's In town, full of

. Bad whisky an’ huntin® for you' re-

[ pesated the elder man, growely.

. “Hut what's he want me for?" de-

wunded Duane. “To Insult me again?

I won't stond that twice”

_“He's got a fever that's rampant in
Texos these days, my boy, Ie wanis
gunplay. If he meets you he'll try
to kill you."

- Here it stirred In Dunne again, that
bursting gush of blood, ke a wind of
flame shoking all his fnner belog, and
‘subsiding to leave him strangely

~ chilled,

© "Kill me! What for?" he asked.

" “Lord knows thera nin't any reason,

~ But what's that to do with ?nst of the

~ mliootin’ these dnya? Didn't five cow-

'. ~ boys over to Hyerall's kill one another

. dend because they got to jerkin' at

. & quirt .nmong themselves? An' Cal

'»j' ~ has no reason to love you. His girl

* was sweet on you."

“T quit when T found out she was
bils girl” :
reckon she nin't quit. But never

_‘. mind ber or reasons. Cal's here, Just

[ drunk enough to be ugly, He's achin’
-, ~ to kill somebody, He's one of them
. four-flush gun-fighters, There's a lot
| of wild cowboys who're ambitlous for
i & reputation, They laugh at the sher-
| Ifts an' brag about how they'd fix the

W y
|
i 4ot bis way.” :

. “You moan for me to run?" asked
i, Duane, lu scorn.
& “Ireckon I wouldn't put it that way.
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Cal's mure not much for yon
with, If you only keep out

“I wonder what dad would say to
me today If he weve sllve and here,”
sald Duane,

“What do you think? What conld
you expect of o0 mun who never wore
0 glove oo his right band for twenty
yeurs?'

“Well, he'd hardly hoave sald much,
Dad never talked, But he wonld have
done n lot. And 1 guess I'll go down-
tov n und let Cal Bain find me."”

Then followed a long sllence, dur-
ing which Duane sat with downeast
eyes, nud the uncle appeared lost in
sad thought of the future. Presently
he turned j0 Duane with an expression
that denoted resignntion, and yet a
spirit which showed whereln they were
of the sume blood.

“You've got ¢ fast horse—the fast-
est 1 know of In this country. After
you meet Baln hurry bock home. T
have n snddlebng packed for you and
the horse ready.”

With that he turned on his heel and
went Into the house, leaving Dunne
to revolve In his mind his singular
speech, That hour of Doane's life was
Hke years of actual lving, and in It
he becnme n thoughtful man,

He went into the honse and Inspeect-
ed his belt and gun. The gun wos a
Colt A5, six-shot, and henvy, with an
Ivory handle. He had packed It, on
find off, for five yonrs. Before that it
had been used by his father, There
were a nomber of notches filed in the
bulge of the Ivory handle. This gun
wis the one his father had fired twice
after belng shot through the heart,
und his hand had stiffened so tightly
upon it in the denth-grip that hiz fin-
gers had to be pried open. It had
nover been drgwn upon noy man sinee
it had come Into Dunne’s possession,
But the eold, bright pollsh of the
weapon showed how It had been used,
Dunne ecould draw It with inconecelv-
able rapidity, and at twenty feet he
conld split a card poluting ‘edgowise
toward him.

Duane wished to avold meeting his
mother, Fortunutely, as he thought,
she wns away from home. He went
out and down the path toward the
gute, The alr wns full of the fra-
grance of blossoms and the melody of
birds. Outside in the rond a neighbor
wolnan stood talking to a countryman

in a wagon; they spoke to him; and
he heard, but did not reply. Then he
begun to siride down the road toward
the town.

Wellston was a small town, but im-
portant In that unsettled part of the
great state because It wos the trading
| | center of several hundred miles of ter-
ritory, On the maln sireet there were
perhaps fifty bulldings, some brick,
some frame, mostly adobe, nnd one-
third of the lot, and by far the most
prosperous, were saloons. Duane's eye
ranged down the streot, taking in all
ot o glance, By the time he reached
Sol White's place, which was the first
snloon, he was walking slowly, Sov-
ernl people spoke to him and turned
to look back after they had passed,
He paused at the door of White's sa-
loon, took a sharp survey of the Inte
rior, then stepped Inside,

The saloon was large and coal, full
of men and nolse and smoke. The
nolse cenved upon his entrance, and
the sllence ensuing presently hroke to
the clink of Mexicnn silver dollaes at
a monte table. All eyes excopt those

“Onks went nway with the rangers,
There's been another rald at Flesher's
ennch. The King Figher gang, lkely.
An' so the town's shore wide open.

Dunue stalked ootdoors and faced
down the street, He walked the whole
length of the long block, meeting many
people—farmers, rmnchers, clerks,
merchnnts, Mexienns, cowboys and
women, It wos a slngular fact that
when he turned to retrnce his steps
the streot was almost empty. If It
wns un Instinet for Texons to fight, it
wis nlso Instinetive for them to sense
with remnrkable quickness the signs
of n coming gun-play. Rumor conld
not fly so wwiftly, In less than ten
minites overyhotdy who had been on
the street or In the shops knew that
Buck Dunne ha' come forth to meet
his enemy.

Duane walked on, When he camn
to «lthin fifty paces of n saloon e
swerved out Into the middle of tle
wirest, stood there for a moment, .o
went nhead and back to the sidews'k,
He pnssed on In this wny the leng!*
of the block, 8ol White was standiy,
in the door of his saloon.

“Buck, I'm n-tippin’ you off," he sald,
quick nnd low-voleed, “Cal Bain's over
nt Everall's, I he's n-hiuntin' you bad,

a8 hoe brags, he'll show there”

Duane erossed the strget nod stare-
ed down, Notwithstunding Whita's
stutement, Duane vwas wary and siow
ut every door, Noihing Linppened, and
he troversed almost the whole lagth
of the bloek without seclng a person,
Evernll's place wns on the corner.
Dunne knew himself be cold,
stendy. He was consclous of a strange
fury that made him want to leap
ahead. He seemed to long for this en-
counter more than anything he had
ever wanted, But, vivid as were his
sensatlons, he feit ns if In a dream,
Bofore he reached Evernli’s he heard
loud volees, one of which was ralsed
high. Then the ghort door swung out-
ward as If Impelled by a vigorous hand.
A bowlegged cowboy wenring woolly
chaps burst out upon the sldewalk, At
sight of Dunne he seomed to bound

‘Into the alr, and he uttered n savage

roar.

Dunnes stopped In his tracks at the
outer edge of the sldewalk, perhaps a
dozen rods from Everall's door,

If Baln wns drunk he did not show
it In his movement., He swaoggered
forward, rapldly closing up the gap.
Red, sweaty, disheveled and hatloss,
his foce distorted and expressive of
the most mallgnant iontent, he was a
wild and sinlster figure. He bad al-
ready killed a man, and this showed In
his demeanor. Iis hands were extend-
ed before him, the right hond a lHttle
lower than the left, At every step he
bellowed his rancor In speech mostly
curses, COradually he glowed his walk,
then halted. A good twenty-five paces
separnted the men.

“Won't nothin' manke you draw, you
1" he shouted flercely.

“I'm waltin' on you, Cal,” replied
Dunne,

Balo's right hand stiffened—moved.
Duune threw his gun us a boy throws
n ball underhand—a draw his father
hod taught him, He pulled twice, his
shots almost as one, Baln's big Coilt
boomed while it was pointed down-
ward and he was talling. His bullet
sostiered dust and gravel at Duane's
feet., He fell loosely, without contor-
tion.

In a flash all was reality for Duane.
He went forward and held gun
reandy for the slightest movement on
the part of Bain. But Baln lay upon
his back, and all that moved were
his breast and his eyes. How strangely
the red had left his face—and also the
distortion! The devil thad had showed
in Baln was gone, He was sober and
consclous, He tried to speak, but
fullod, Ilis eyes expressed somoething
pitifully human. They chauged—
rolled—set blankly.

Dunne drew a deep breath and
sheathed his gun. He felt calm and
cool, glad the fray was over. One
violent expression burst from bim,
“Phe fool I

of the Mexican gamblers wore turned
upon Dunne, Several of the cowboys
und ranchers present  exchanged
glanees, Dunne hoad been wolghed by
unerring Texas Instinet, by men who

“I'd Nover Hang”

you. What I'm wos
of Is that you'll kill Bain."

docan't work with them, If| hour ago, Bhore he was some riled
resist uerest they'll kill you, If| an' a-rourin' for gore, Told me confl
you go to| dentinl a certaln party had given you
. n white sllk scarf, an' he was hell-bent

hang” muttered Dunne, | on wearin' It home spotted red."”
*Anybody with him 7" queried Duane,
you Wwoulda't” vepiled the| “Burt an' Bam Outealt an' u lttle

sllent, letting his uncle's

all pncked guns. The boy was the
son of his futher. Whereupon they
greeted him and returned to thelr
deinks and cards. Sol White stood
with his big, red hands out upon the
bar; he was a tall, rawboned Texan,
with a long mustache waxed to sharp
points,

“Howdy, Buck,” was his greeting to
Dunpe. He spoke carelessly nnd avert-
el his dark gaze for an lnstant,

“Howdy, SoL." replied Dusne, sfowly,
“Say, 8ol I hear there's a gent In
town looking for me bad"

“Reckon there s, Buck”
White,

: replled
“fle came In heah aboot an

cowpuncher 1 never seen before. They-
all was conxin' him to leave towh, Rut
he's looked on the flowin' glass, Buck,
an' he's heah for keepw™

Whan he looked up there were men
around him,

*Plumb center,” sald one.

Another, n cowboy who evidently
had just left the gumiog table, leaned
down and pulled open Baln's shirt,
He had the ace of spades ln his hand.
e lald it on Bain's broast, and the
black figure on the eard covered the
two bullet holes Just over Bain's
heart.

Duane wheeled andl hurried away.
He heard another man say:

“Reckon Cal got what he deserved,

ther like son!"

CHAPTER I,

subitle shock pervaded his spirit,
of his net,
that he must now become a Tugitive
him,

hotly,

mﬁm-tmmummm
up it he's that bad?”

Buck Duane's first gun-play. Like fa-

When Duane cume to the gate of
his home and saw his uncle there with
o mettlesome horse, saddied, with can- |
teen, rope aond bago all In place, l“
t
had slipped his mind—the consequence
But sight of the horse ana
the look of his unele recalled the fuct

An unreasonable anger took hold of
“That d—q4 fool!” he exclaimed

“Meeting Baln wasu't mueh,
| Uncle Jun, He dusted my boots, that's

all, And for that I've got to go on
the dodge.”

“Son, you killed him—then?" asked
the unele, huskily,

“You, 1 stood over him—watehed
him die, I did a8 I would have been
done by,”

“I knew It, Long ago I saw It com-
in'. But now we can't stop to ory
over split Dlomd, You've got to lenve
town nn' this part of the cnuntry.™

“Mother !” exelalmed Dunne.

“sShe's awny from home. Yol enn
walt, I'll brenk It to ber—what she
nlwnys fenred,"

Suddenly Duane sat down and cov-

oredd his face with his hands,

YAy God! Unele, what hove I done?”
i hroad shoulders shook.

“Ldsten, son, an' remwember what 1
sny,” replled the elder man, earnestly,
“Don't ever forget. You're not to

His Bullet Scattered Dust and Gravel
at Duane's Feet.

blnme, I'm glad to see you take it this
way, because maybe you'll never grow
hord an' enllous, You're not to blume,
This Is Texus, You're your father's
son,  These are wild times, The lnw
ns the rangers are lnying It down now
can’t change life oll In & minate” !
“I'm & murderer,” sald Dunne saad-
dering.

“No, gon, you're not. An' you never
will be, But you've got to be an out-
law till time makes it safe for you to
come home," /

“An outlaw 7"

“I sald It. If we had money an’ in-
fluence, we'd risk a trinl. But we've
nelther,  Strike for the wild country,
an' wherever yon go an' whatever you
do—be a man. You eun't come hoine.
When this thing Is Hved down, if that
time aver comes, I'I1 get word into the
uusettled country. It'Il reach you
some doy. That's all. Remember, be
a man, Good-hy."

Duane, with blurred sight and con-
tracting throat, geipped his uncle's
hand and bade him a wordless fare-
woll, Then he leaped astride the black
nnd rode out of town,

As swiftly as was consistent with a
cire for hig steed, Duane put a dis-
tance of fifteen or elghteen milles
behind  him.  He possed severnl
ranches, and was seen by men, This
did not suit him, and he took an old
trail meross country, It wns a fat
reglon with a poor growth of mesquite
nnd prickly-pear cactus. Ocensionnlly
he enught a glimpse of low hills in the
distance, He had hunted often in that
section, and knew where to flnd grass
and water, When he reached this
higher ground he did not, however,
halt at the first favorable camping
gpot, but went on and on,

At Inst he found a seeluded spot, uo-
der cover of thick mesquites and onks,
ut a goodly distance from the old teall,
He took saddle nnd pack off the horse,
made a small five, prepared and ate his
supper. This done, ending the work
of that day, he sat down and filled his
pipe. When night set in und the
pluee seemed all the more solntéd and
lonely for that Dunne had a sense of

rellef.

It dawned upon him all at once that
he was nervous, watchful, sleepless,
The faet cnused him surprise, and he
begun to think back, to tuke note of
his late nctions und thelr motives, The
chunge one day had wrooght smuozed
him. He who had always been froe,
easy, happy. especlally when out alone
in the bpen, had become In s few short
hours bound, serlous, preoceupled, He
felt tired, yet had po inclination to

Ing, he still muet hide his 1dentity and
tnke risks of detection, If he did not
work on some distant, outlying raunch,
how wag he to live? The lden of
stenling was repugnant to him, The

future seemed gray and  somber
enongh.,. And he wns twenty-three
years old,

But what was the matter with the
light of his enmpfire? It had taken on
n stronge green luster nnd seemed to
be wauving off Into the onter shadows,
Dunpe bheard no step, suw no moves
went ; nevertheless, there wns another
present ot that enmpfire vigil. Dunne
gaw him, He lay there in the middie
of the green brightness, prostrate, mo-
tlonless, dying. Cal DBain!

That haunting visitation left Duane

sitting there In a cold sweant, o remorse |

gnowing at his vitls, fealizing the
curse that was on him, FHe divined
that never would he be able to keep off
that phantom, e remembered how
his father hod been eternnlly pursued
by furles of aecusing gullt, how he had
never been nble to forget In work or
in sleep those men he had killed.

The hour was late when Duane's
mind let him sleep, and then dreams
troubled him. In the morning he be-
atirred himself =20 early that In the
gray gloom he hnd difficulty In finding
his horse. Day had Jast broken when
he struck the old trall again.

He rode hard all morhing and halted
in o shady spot’to rest nnd groze his
horse. In the afrternoon he took to the
trall at an ensy trot, The country
grow wilder, Bald, rugged mountains
broke the level of the monotonous ho-
rizon. About three in the afternoon he
came to a lttle river which mnrked
the boundary line of his hunting terri-
tory and followed it wpstroam,

In this kind of trovel and eamping
he gpent three more dnys, daring which
he crogsed o number of tralls, and one
where enttle—stolen eattle, probably—
had recently passed. He followed the
rofd until a late hour, when, striking
the willow brakes aguin and hence the
neighborhood of the river, he pleketed
his horse and lay dewn to rest. Buat
he did not sleep, His mind bitterly re-
volved the fate that had come upon
him, He made efforts to think of other
things, but In yvain, Every moment he
expected the chill, the sense of loneli-
ness that yet was ominous of a strunge
visitation, the pecullarly lmagined
lights and shades of the night—these
things that presaged the coming of Cal
Bain. Doggedly Duane fought aguinst
the Insldious phaotom. He kept tell-
=2 himself that it was Just imagina-
tion, that It would wear off In time,
Selll In hig heart he did not believe
whiit he hoped. But he would not give

aps he would not aecept the ghost of

his viethn us a reality.,

Gray down found him In the suddle
again, headed for the river. Half an
hour of riding brought him to the
dense chaparral and willow thickets,
These he threaded to cbme at length
to the ford. Once upon the opposite
shore, he reined in his horse and
looked darkly back. This action
marked his acknowledgment of his sit-
uation: he had voluntarily sought the
refuge of the outlaws; he was beyond
the pale.

The trall led Into a road which was
hard pncked and smooth from the
tracks of cattle. He doubted not that
he had come across one of the roads
used by border ralders. He hgaded
Into It, and had searcely travelpd a
mile when, turning a curve, he came
polnt-blank upon a single
riding townrd him, Both riders wheeled
thelr mounts sharply and were ready
to run and shoot back. Not more than
a hundred paces separnted them, They
stood then for a moment woatdhing
each other,

Mawnln', stranger,” called the man,
dropping big gun to his hip,

“Howdy,"” replied Duane shortly,

They rode toward each other, eclos.
ing half the gup, then they halted
ngnin.

ST seen you alo't no ranger,” ealled
the rider, “an' shore 1 pin't none.”

He loughed loudly, as If he had
mude 8 Joke,
“How'd you know 1 wasa't a

runger ¥ asked Duane euriougly, Some-
how he had instantly divined that this
horseman was no officer, of even n
ranchor teailing stolen stoek,

“Wal," sald the fellow, starting his
horse forwurd at & walk, “a vanger'd
never git ready to ron the dther way
from one man"”

He Inughed ngain, He wax small
and wiry, flouchy of attire, and armed
to the teeth, and he bestrode a fine
bay horse. He uad quick, doapcing
brown eyes, ut once frank and bold,
nnd a eodarse, bronzed face. Evidently
he Wwans a good-natured rofian.

Dunne acknowledged the truth of
the assertion, and tvimed <o In s
mind how shrewdly the fellow haa

lrmt. He intended to be off by dawn,
{ heading toward the southawest. Had
he n destinntion? It was vogue ns lis
knowledge of that great waste of
mesguite und rock bordering the Rio
Grande. Sowewhere out there wos
refugh, For he was a fugitive from
Justice, an outlaw.

. This belng an. outlaw then mennt
eternal vigllance. No home, no rest,
no sleep, no content, no life worth the
lving! He must be a lone wolf or he
must herd smong men obaoxlous to
him, If he worked for an honest lv-

guessed him to be « hunted manp.

“My name's Luke Stevens, an' 1 hall
from the river. Who're you?' sald
this stranger,

Dunne was #llent,

“1 reckon you're Buck Duane,” went
on Stevens.  “1 heerd you was a bad
man with » gun.”

This thme Dunne laughed, not st the
doubtful compliment, but at the ldea
that the first outlaw he met should
know him.  Here was proof of how

pa the Texas bordes,

“Wal, Buck,” sald Stevens, In a

friendly monner, “I ain't presumin’ on

horgemnn |

swiftly fucts about gun-play tureltnlt

your time or company. [ see you're
headin’ fer the river, But will yon
stop long enough to stnke a feller to
n bite of grub ¥

“I'm ont of grub and pretty hungry
myself,” admitted Duane.

“Been pushin® your hoss, I see, Wal,
I reckon you'd better stock up before
you hit thet stretch of country.”

He made a wide sweep of his right
arm, Indicating the southwest, and
there wos that In his action which
seemed significant of & vast and bar-
ren region,

“Stock up?' queried Dunne, thought-
fully.

“Shore. A feller hns jest got to eat.
I enn rustle dlong without whisky, but
not without grub. Thet's what makes
it s0 embarrassin' travelin' these parts
dodgin' your ghadow. Now, I'm on my
way to Mercer. It's n little two-bit
town up the river a ways. I'm goin’
to pack out some grab,"”

Slevens' tone was lnviting,. Evident-
Iy he would weleome Duane's compnan-
lonship, but he difd not epenly say so.
Duane kept sllence, however, and then
Stevens went on,

“Stranger, In this here country two's
a crowd. It's-safer. I never was much
on this lone-wolf dodgin', though I've
done it of necessity. It takes n mighty
good man to travel nlone any length
of time, Why, I've been thet sick I
was jest achin' fer some ranger to
come along an' plug me, Give me a
pardner any day. Now, mebbe you're
not thet kind of a feller, an’' I'm shore
not presumin’ to ask, Buat I jJest de-
clares myself suflicient.”

“You mean you'd like me to go with
you?" asked Dwuinne,

Stevens grinned. *“Wal, I should
smile. I'd be particular proud to be
broced with a man of your repuwta-
tion."

“See liere, my good fellow, that's all
nonsense,” declared Duane, In soree
haste.

“Shore 1 think modesty becomin® to
n youngster,” replied Stevens, “I hate
a brag. PBock, I don't know much
about you. But every muan who's lived
ulong the Texas border remembers a
lot nbout your dad, I jest heerd thet
you was lightnin' on the draw, an’
when you cut loose with a gun, why
the figger on the ace of spades would
cover your cluster of bullet holes.
Thet's the word thet's gone down the

border. Now, Buck, I'm not a spring
c¢hicken, an' I've been long on the
dodge. Mebbe a little of my socloty

won't hurt you none, You'll neéd to
learn the country.”

There wns something sincere and
likable about this outlaw.

“I dore say you're right” replled
Duane, quietly. “Aad I'll go to Mer-
cer with you”

Next moment he was riding down
the road with Stevens, Duane had

Both Riders Wheeled Their Horses

Sharply.

never been much of a talker, and now
he found speech difficult. But his
compunton dld not seem to mind that.
He was a Jocose, voluble fellow, prob-
ahly glad now to hear the sound of
his own volce, Duane listened, and
sometimes he thought with a pang
af the distinetion of nnme and heritage
of blood his father had left to him,

CHAPTER IIl.

Late that duy, a couple of hours be-
fore sunsot, Duune sud Stevens, have
ing rested thelr horses in the shade of
some mesquites near the town of Mer-
eer, saddled up jnd prepared to move,

Do you believe that Buck did
the wrong thing by running away
from home! Doesn’t it seem that
he could have proved self.
defense and saved himself from
the outlaw lifal

e A
(TO BE CONTINUED.)




